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underwater 


Author's Notes: 

Its been raining all day and as much as | love Bs As rainy, hot days like this one make me want to claw my 
eyes out. So here's some ambiguous angst in the second person! 

The snd about the rain referenced is called "Viento dile a la lluvia" by Los Gatos. You get to chose who's POV it 


is from 


1992 


Grey skies and moist air and heat, and fuck but Buenos Aires sucks balls in rainy days. The Paris of South 
America feels more like London, but hot. Hot hot hot, and stifling, like there's cotton balls stuck behind your 
eyes and in your mouth and between your fingers. Your hair sticks to your face with sweat, only it feels less 


like sweat and more like you're melting. 


You're stuck in the rainforest, only not. Concrete jungle never sounded more true to you. Rain pours and pours 


continuously and it looks like the buildings are sweating buckets. 


"November Rain" means nothing here, because it's December and the air is so hot it feels like warm soup, it 
clogs your nostrils and dries your eyes. The occasional drop of water to make it's way inside through the open 
window you're staring out off and hit your chest feels like fucking benediction You'd give your right arm for a 
tiny miniature lick of wind, but the water cascades down in a perfect straight line, and the trees you can see 


from your room don't move at all. 


Rainy and all, the city looks gorgeous from up high. Watercolor, like the landscape bleeding into the street, and 
its strange because the sun occasionally shines through the darkness of the clouds, but it keeps raining. Like a 


sunshower, only less like a shower and more like buckets of water being thrown from up high. 


"A witch's wedding," one of the girls you brought in from the club last night, or rather this morning, says, 
stretching like a cat on the bed while her friends sleep on. You turn away from the window and raise an 


eyebrow at her, and she explains, "The sun and the rain. It means a witch is getting married," 


She says it like it's obvious, and it's baffling and ridiculously charming at the same time, and she falls back 


asleep like she never woke up at all, leaving you with this strange piece of information. 

You chuckle and gaze out at the rain again, and it's dwindling. 

It sounds a little bit like something Axl would say, something vaguely ominous and charming at once, wrapped 
around that vaguely magical religious mind of his that allows him to believe in pretty much anything if it 
manages to spark his interest. Only Axl never sleeps in your bed anymore, never wakes up just to smile and 
you and falls asleep again, and never really has much to say to you other than what's strictly necessary. 

Its sad, but you prefer this to what came before, that period of time when all Axl did to you was kiss you in 
the dark, all teeth and tongue and none of the tenderness that had been there before, no better than a 
monster and twice as much in the closet. 

Its better like this, you think Better to have nothing than to have something that was intensely painful on it's 
own. This way, your life can go on. The last show of the tour is Tonight, and afterwards you'll go your 
separate ways and you won't have to hurt every time you look at him, so it's better like this. 


You absently wonder when you became this person who lies to himself and believes it. 


The door opens with a clatter, shattering the easy silence of the morose pathos you've wrapped around 


yourself. 
"Hey, dude, Axl just--wow," Gilby says, blinking at the bed and it's various occupants. He grins, "Nice." 


"What's up?" you ask, because Gilby said the magic word that makes your hair stand on end and your every 
muscle tense: just, preceded by Axi 


Gilby tears his eyes from the pretty display on the bed by sheer force of will, and says, somewhat 


distractedly, "Oh, he just asked for you. He's up on the roof," 
His majesty calls, and you don't even get mad anymore that he sent someone instead of coming himself. 


With a sigh and a forlorn last look out at the peaceful, sticky, rainy, watercolor morning, you go, because by 
this point you're done pretending you won't do anything and everything he says. His presence calls to you like a 
sirens song, and it would be funny if it weren't so desperately pathetic. 


You walk up to the roof, your bare feet dragging like anchors, and you don't even bother putting a shirt on, 
because tonight's the last show of this never ending tour, and you feel like your life's been sucked out of you 
through tiny holes drilled into your skin by a thousand tiny needles. You're just a bag of bones and squishy 


organs, and you only move because he wants you to. 


You drag your hair up to a ponytail, though, because this heat is killing you, and a sad, warm draft hits the 


warm sweat collected at the back of your neck and it's barely any relief at all. 


You take the stairs, because you want to delay this as much as possible. You feel weird today, and you blame 
the strange rain. You feel like you're melting into a puddle, like the buildings, slowly but surely slipping out of 
existence. You feel like that wouldn't be such a bad thing, to finally disappear into nothing, just a puddle on the 


floor to be washed away by the rain. For some strange reason, that is a comforting thought. 


You wish for your bone-weary body to melt on these stairs, so that you never have to reach your 
destination, for time to stand still so that you won't have to look at Axl again. At the same time, you wish for 


it to be tomorrow already, for the last show to be done with, and for your life to resume. 


You want your life back, you realize, but to get it back you have to face Axl. Why does shit always have to be 


so hard? 
You reach the roof almost without realizing, and Axl is there. 


"Wind, tell the rain, that I'm in my nest and | want to fly away. I've been stuck in my nest for a week, and | 
can't fly away," Axl chants absently, looking out at the rain with silver eyes, and not looking at you. You wish 


he would, because you reckon you should be more important to him than falling water, at the very least. 
"What's that?" you ask, looking out as well. The rain fooled you, and never stopped. 


"| asked the promoter if itll stop raining for tonight and he started singing that. In spanish," Axl explains. His 
hair is lying limp against his skull and his chalky white skin looks like paper, "Then | told him to stop fucking 
around, and he laughed and he translated. And then he laughed again," 


These people are weird, you think. But Axl doesn't seem mad. He seems to be in a good mood, actually, leaning 
there and contentedly gazing out at the rain in the same way other people would gaze out at the stars. Axl is 


weird too. 


Then again, you are looking at him like he's a sunny day, so who's the weirder one around here? 
"What does it mean?" 
He shrugs, "It means no; | guess," 


"A week of rain, huh?" you huff out a laugh, and gaze out at the waterworld outside as a puddle laps at your 


feet. 
A fucking eternity. 


Axl likes it here, it seems. He looks upbeat. He hasn't looked upbeat in a while. The fickle climate fits him, 


maybe. Unpredictable and terribly charming, in it's own way. 


His hair looks clean and his beard is trimmed, which is weird. It's been looking shaggy lately, like he doesn't care 
enough to take care of it anymore. You remember when he first showed up with the beard, all glaringly orange 
and strangely appealing, like he'd grown it overnight while busy writing lyrics, and he hadn't noticed. A poet's 


beard, you thought, and you swallowed and looked away, much like you do now. 


"What did you want?" you ask, as the sun peeks out between the clouds and hides again. In the distance, 
thunder roars, like it didn't get the memo. 


"Last show's tonight," he says, like that explains everything, and he still won't look at you. Maybe it's better 


like that. You don't feel like you could stand his eyes right now, because now he's said it it feels real. 
Last show's tonight. Where did all the time go?, you want to ask, except you know the answer. 


It went into a vortex of blurring stage lights and dissonant chords and weed and booze and girls and heroin, of 
Axl screaming and cursing and all of you getting chopped into pieces and trying to hold yourselves together, 
and failing spectacularly. It went into trying desperately to drown this thing that you feel for him, this thing 
where whenever he pulls away from you and recedes further into himself it feels like he rips one of your ribs 


off, slowly exposing your dying heart to the cold wind he's made off. 


You've been getting yourself ready for this, ready to reach the end of the line. You've organized your own 
projects and you've tied loose ends, so that when it's all said and done the empty road won't stand in front of 
you like the edge of the map at the end of the world, a black line and nothing but monsters and dragons. 


You've come to terms with the fact that after this tour ends nothing will ever be the same. You know that 


this is the way it has to be. 


But now he's said it, and overwhelming dysphoria washes over you, because you don't know you're going to live 


without him. 


And now it's raining like hell, but you don't think even all this continuous, never ending water could wash this 


pain on your chest away. 

Wind, fell the rain that | want to fly away. 

"You're not gonna cry on me, right?" he says, and he's finally looking at you. 

His eyes are like silver plates in this light, and for the first time in a long time he actually looks ok. His eyes 
are bright, and they're not sunken, and his face is pale but not ashen, and there's your life, isn't it? He's been 
sucking it into himself and you didn't notice. 

It's ok, though. You would have given it to him if he'd asked, so it makes no difference. 

“Shut up," you say, and swallow hard, but you don't tell him you'll miss him, like you would have seven, six, 
five, four, three, two, a year ago. You're not twenty anymore, and you're not as desperately willing to let him 
rip your heart in two as you were then. 

You want to reach out to him, maybe grab his sleeve or curl an arm around his waist, but lately he just 
twists away from you and you don't think you could stand that right now. He's worse than wind, you can never 


get a good grip on him. 


"You think we can dance the rain away?" he asks you, but he's looking out at the rain again, magical mind 


sparkling with interest. 
"Are you high?" 


You know he's not, but you ask anyway, because he always scrunches up his nose adorably when you do. Some 
things don't change. 


"No," he says, and steps out into the pouring rain like a wind current, like a hurricane, sending waters tumbling 


off himself like shards of glass. 


He's drenched immediately, and you laugh when he spins madly with his hands above his head and then beckons 


you closer, and that smile to you is worse than a siren's song, calling you out to your doom 
Fickle and charming in his own way, just like the weather at the end of the world 

Here be dragons 

The sky's watercolor and your life is dancing on the rooftop, and you don't want the moment to end but at the 


same time you want for it to already be tomorrow, next week, next year, next decade. You want for all your 


problems to be solved, and the world to make more sense. Your chest aches like an invisible thread tied to 


your ribs is being pulled, and you never really had a choice in this, did you? 


You can't really fly. So you let your hair loose and step out into the rain, and you dance with the wind for the 


last time. 


